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The respect of the mate was not lessened by this.

The skipper went to gaze down a hatchway.
He walked to the other side of the ship, and
inspected something there. Conned her length,
called up in a friendly but authoritative way to an
engineer standing by an amidship rail above. He
came back to the mate, and with an easy precision
directed his will on others, through his deputy,
up to the time of sailing. He beckoned to
me, who also, apparently, was under his august
orders, and turned, as though perfectly aware
that in this place I should follow him meekly
in full obedience.

Our steamer moved out at midnight, in a drive
of wind and rain. There were bewildering and
unrelated lights about us. Peremptory chal-
lenges were shouted to us from nowhere. Sirens
blared out of dark voids. And there was the
skipper on the bridge, the lad who caused us
amusement at home, with this confusion in the
dark about him, and an immense insentient mass
moving with him at his will; and he had his hands
in his pockets, and turned to tell me what a cold
night it was. The pier-head searchlight showed
Ms f acej alert, serene, with his brows knitted in a